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Meanwhile two weeks remained in which to recover my
Soviet heads from the foundry and dispatch them back to
Moscow.
Lenin, on my own initiative, I had carved in marble.
At that time the only other bust in the marble carver's
workshop was one of the Prince of Wales, done by an A.R A,
who specialized in copying photographs. In the dim light of a
late afternoon these two marbles, side by side, were in most
amusing contrast. The stern, sombre, brooding Slav face of
Lenin and the little bent head and girl-like prettiness of the
Prince. I begged Rigamonte to let me photograph his work-
shop, but he winked knowingly and shook his head.
" No, you would publish it and I should be ruined!" he
said.
A week before I was due to sail, Margaret, who was in the
house of my sister-in-law, with whom she was going to live
while I was in America, suddenly had to be operated on for
appendicitis. I forgot America, and was demented with
anxiety. The operation was successful, but I had to drag
myself away before she was up, and abandon her to hospital
nurses. All sorts of memories of Elizabeth were evoked by this,
and once when she was asleep and the nurse was out of the room,
I knelt by her bed and wept bitterly. I hated leaving her, I
dreaded going to America, I longed to turn back from the road
I had chosen, but it was too late.
"\lfcat laws*, I can I"
It was one of those hideous moments in life that one cannot
bear to re-live, even in memory*
I gave myself barely sufficient time in London to get a visa
for the United States and pack. I had decided to take Dick
with me; I could not face it alone. Then someone came to .see
me who advised me not to take him, it meant adding a third
person to attend to him,
" You do not know the cost of American hotels," I was
told.
I therefore cancelled two berths and spent a sleepless night,
deriving scant comfort from the knowledge that I was sensible,
Dick was five years old, the divinest age and . . , well, I sent
down to the Cunard office and re-ordered the extra berths-

